DAUGHTERS   OF   QUEEN   VICTORIA

And now the dreadful anniversary of her husband's
death, December 14, was approaching and that
uneasy fear of fatally ordained coincidences of the
calendar, which always lurked in her mind, made her
feel certain that she would lose her son on the day
she had lost her husband ten years ago. Never
since then had she spent that anniversary except at
Windsor, sitting for hours alone in the room in which
he had died, and it was painful not to be there now.
These forebodings were so firmly rooted that when,
on that very day, the Prince took a decided turn for
the better, she could hardly realize it.

It had been a woeful year, the darkest hour of
the Queen's eclipse and the most dangerous for
the Monarchy. The long resentment against her
seclusion and her personal enrichment from funds
granted her for public magnificence had come to a
head, and with the energy of the neurasthenic she
defended her fancied disabilities. But to her they
were not fanciful. There was nothing in her con-
sciousness so solidly real to her. She entirely believed
that she was being driven to death with overwork,
and that any fresh claim on her or any enquiry
into her disposal of the Civil List was an imper-
tinent intrusion into her private life. The Prince's
illness caused a truce in the agitation, and when
next year it was renewed again its force was
spent.

Princess Louis remained with her brother at
Sandringham. She was wanted, and that was
enough, and till the middle of January she stayed on.